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Here our Wabliabee preacher went ashore for good, to the
great satisfaction of the captain and his crew, who sent after
him curses enough to have sunk a man-of-war.    Freed from
his disagreeable company we  sailed cheerily on; the weather
was delightful, the sky cloudless, the gale gentle but favour-
able, and the coast extremely grand, nothing inferior to that of
Calabria and the  Abruzzi.    Now the granite wall went sheer
down into the blue ocean ; now it spread out into clefts  down
which   winter  torrents  ran, and where little villages niched
themselves like  eagles' nests ; close by them patches of green
sprinkled  on  the   mountain-ledges  indicated  one  means   of
subsistence for the  tenants  of these eyries, while  numerous
boats and log-canoes presenting the catamaran construction of
the Malabar Coast, all busily engaged in fishing, made known the
other.    This same afternoon we reached   Sha'am, a  largeish
village, lining the shingly beach close under the cliffs that wall
it in from the land side.    Here we lowered our boat and went
on shore, the sailor-gang singing in merry chorus, and the water
calm as a lake.    We  had a long pull before reaching land;
and now for the first time I heard what in the rest of our coast-
voyage was of every-day occurrence, an Arab "tarantella," or
extemporary satirical song, like those ofM the Italian improvi-
sator!, and the Trasteverini in particular.    Our sailors showed
themselves rivals of the western rhymesters  in fancy and wit;
the  metre was   adapted to the stroke of the oars, and every
alternate line repeated a chorus " Ya Sabah-al-Kheyri da'im,"
or " 0 abiding morn of good fortune."    The opening stanzas
contained nothing but general expressions of mirth and rowers'
encouragement;   then followed a good-humoured caricature of
all on board, beginning with the captain, who took the joke in
excellent part, and followed by a humorous review of crew
and passengers.    When my turn came I was honoured with a
couple of stanzas, while the singing rascal grinned as he looked
towards me, and the sailor on the bench by my side pushed
me to arouse my special attention, adding, however, " No offence
is meant, and none should be taken ; you see we all come in for
a share."    Subsequently I heard like recitations from men of
Holiar   and   other towns   of the   Bfitinah ;   indeed,  they  are
common throughout 'Oman.    But they are also peculiar to it;
at least I was never thus entertained in Nejed or Shorner.